If eucr he haue wife,iethcr be made 
Aa mifcrablcby the death ofhim, 

As I am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken from Paulcs to be interred there* 

And ftill as you arc a wcaric o fthc waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament Kingttenrics coarfe. 

Enter Glofier. 

Glo. Stay you that bearer he coarfe, and fetat downe, 

L*. fTlnt blacke magitianconiurcs vp this fiend 
To ftop dcuotcd charitab|e deeds i 

GU. VilUioc/ct downc the coarfe, or -by Saint Paul, 

He make a coarfe ofhim thatdifobe)/c*. 

Gen. My Lord ftand backeand let thecoffin palle. 

GU. V nmanerd dog, (land thou when I command, 
Aduancc thy Halbert higher then my bed!* 

Or by Saint Paul lie ftrikcthcc to my foote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger fortify boIdneST 
La. What do you tremble, are you allafraidc 1 
Alas, I blame you not for you arc mortal!, 

And morrall eyes cannot endure thcdiuell. 

Auant thou dreadful! miniftcr ofhcll, 

Thou hadft but power oucr his mortal! bodie, 

His foule thoucanft not haue, therefore be gone. * 

Git. Sweet Saintfor charitie,bc not fc ~urft. 

La. Foule diuel,Tor Gods lake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the hippie carththy hell : 

Filditwith curiingcrics,anddcepccxclaimcs, 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterneof thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen Ice, Ice dead Houles wounds, 

' Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefh. 

Blufh, blufh, thou lumpcoffotslcdeformitic, 

For tis thy prcfcncc that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptic vcynes where no blood dwels. 

Try deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokca this dcludge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which thisbloodd(inkft,rcuengcshif death* 
fiither heauen with lightning ftrickcthc uuirthcrcr dead, 
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Orearth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
y/5choudoeftfwallowe vp this good kings blood, 

F-ynich his. Hel-gouerndarme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladie,you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad,bleffingsfor curfes, 

La. TiIlannc,thou /fnowft no law of God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch ofpittie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when dcuilstell the truth. 7 ' 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels ar^io angry, 
Vouchfafcdiuincperfeftionofs woman, 

Ofthcfc fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue, 

By circumftancc but to acquite my fclfe. 

La. Fbuchfafcdefufed infection of a man, 

For thtfe knownceuilsjbuttogiuc meieaue, 

By circumftance to curie thy curfed fclfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my feife. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinkc thee, thou can ft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy feife. 

Glo. By fuch difpare I fhouid accufe my feife. 

La.' And by difparing fhouldft thou ftand txcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfe, 

Which dideftvnworthy daughter vpon yhfjs. 

Glo. Say that l flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diuelifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not /fill your husband. 

La. Why then he BLaliuf . 

' Glo. Nay, he is dead and llaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyeft. Quecne Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once did ft bend again ft herbreft, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouo^cd by her flanderous to ngue 
tfTiich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlefte fhoulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo/fed by thy bloodie mindc, 

Which neuer dreamt on ought:but butchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo . I grant yee, 
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